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joining the Hill, Lamotte, and Fish ranches. The Kohler
vineyards cost him thirty thousand dollars, very little of
which he had in his possession, for the Wolf House had
already been started and was also scheduled to cost thirty
thousand dollars. What prompted him to buy that additional
eight hundred acres when he had no money with which to
pay for them, when he already had so much beautiful land
to live upon, cultivate, and enjoy? Thirty thousand seemed
a cheap price for so much fine land, it would connect his other
two ranches, make him monarch of all he surveyed. , . .
But he always insisted that there was no explaining the why
of " I Like." " When philosophy has maundered ponderously
for a month telling the individual what he must do, the
individual says in an instant, c I like' and philosophy goes
glimmering. It is * I like' that makes the drunkard drink
and the martyr wear a hair shirt; that makes one man
pursue fame, another gold, another love, another God." He
liked the Kohler vineyards, and so he bought them.

By June of 1910 he was once again sending frantic letters
east for money. " I have a pressing need of money on account
of a $10,000 payment I have to make in buying some land.
By throwing myself on others' mercy I had the time extended
to June 26, but if I do not pay then I stand to lose not only
the land but the advance payment."

Charmian left for Oakland to prepare for the coining of
her baby. Jack set a corps of men to work clearing a new
riding path which would join his ranches and circle the site
of the Wolf House, a surprise for her against the day he
would bring her back to the ranch with her son: for he was
positive this time it would be a son. He dreamed away
pleasant hours thinking of the great moment when he would
be able to put his boy on a pony and have the lad ride by his
side through the eleven hundred acres which would one day
be his domain.

On June 19, Charmian gave birth to a daughter. The
baby lived for only three days. Eliza took care of the burial.
Grieving, inconsolate, Jack wandered into a saloon near his
old waterfront haunts at Seventh and Webster Streets, a